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The greater proportion of the following little 
pieces were composed at an early age — chiefly be- 
twixt the years of sixteen and twenty, and are 
now, with one or two trifling alterations, printed 
in their original form. This much it is deemed 
necessary to state, in palliation of their many 
imperfections, as these are, perhaps, inseparable 
from a youthful production. Several of the Poems 
have already made their appearance, through the 
medium of periodical publications; and, with two 
exceptions, none of them were written under the 
most distant idea of their ever meeting the eye of 
the reader through any other channel. Circum- 
stances, however, of little interest to the public, 
have induced the Author to give publicity to this 
selection, in its present sliape ; and he does so with 
feelings of the utmost diffidence* 

Mm, 12tb Not. 1882. 
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TSE STSANGEB^S DEATK, 

4- 



I saw a straDger in a foreign land,— 

From home, from friends, and happiness remov'dl 

His days were joyless, for the heavy hand 

Of sickness was upon him : those he lov'd 

Were distant far, and by his sighs and tears un* 

moy'd! 

a 



18 rosMS. 

He had no friends, but those his gold could buy ; 
And oh ! how friendless is a friendship bought ; 
'Tis changeful as the meteor in the skji^. 
Cold as the dead that 'neath the green turf rot, — 
'Tis baseless as the moon«beam,— Oh ! *tis less 
than nought. 

No weeping father watch'd his bed of death I 
No tender mother dried the falling tear, 
Trembling to hear his short convulsive breath ! 
No lov'd and loving sister did. he hear. 
Telling with heart-wrung sighs she deem*d their 
parting near ! 

By stranger's hands his rayless eyes were clos'd ! 
A stranger's land receiv'd his latest breath ! 
And when the yawning grave his corse enqlos-d* 
No stone was rais'd to mark his timeless deaths 
And tell who mould'ring lay in the cold earth be>* 
neath ! " 
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11. 



lilNNA*S FASSmSZL TO CLJBFJBLJKD, 
wurnui ON mmajusq ihc heati. 



Go, Cleveland, from* thy Minna ga. 

Where deeds of glory lead to fame— 
The hand of death ne'er parted two 

With fainter hope to meet again. 
'Us thine from Zetland's coast to roam, 

To bid each mountain scene adieu, 
And soon, I feel, the time will come, 

When I| alas ! shall leaye them to9. 

b2 
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Tis not mid revelry, imd joy. 

That Minna claims a thought from thee ; 
Tis not mid wine-cups sparkling high. 

That I would bid thee pledge to me ; 
But oh ! mid war or tempest's roar. 

When o'er the surge thy bark is borne, 
Think on the maid on Zetland's shore 

Whose prayers are mingling with^the storm*. 

And oh ! if earthly joy can cheer 

A heart fast wending to the grave, 
'Twill be thy much-lov'd name to hear 

Enroll'd amongthe good and brave. 
To hear a nation swell the praise 

Of him, whose deeds of valour drew 
The cheer that daring outlaws rais'd, 

And plaudits from " the shouting crew.'* 



POEMS. il 
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LINJES TO ROSA. 



JNay^ think not adversity, wealth, or time, 

Can alter the vows of my soul ; 
For ^ love so warm-*so true as mine, 
Will bum, uaquench'd, 'mid storms, and shine 

Unchanged whilst thunders rolh 

b3 



When the fairegt of roses aft morning are seen, 
Deck'd with dew-drops, like pearls of light ; 

When the clouds shrink back from the sun's rising 
beam, 

*Ti8 then the pure fountain most brilliant is seen^ 
'Tis then that its waters are bright. 



And thus, should the morning of life be fair. 

And prosperity's sun gild the scene, 
True love would purest and fairest appear, 
And brightest beam when the sun was most clear. 
And unshaken, unalter'd remain* 



When the loud wind« howl, and the white waves daah, 

And the sea-birds wildly cry; 
When the night is dark, and the thunders crash^ 
'Tis then the blue lightmng's vivid flash 

Gleams brightest in the sky. 



And thus> though fortune's smiles had past. 

And adversity frown'd o'er the scene, 
True love would proudly spurn the blast. 
And more brilliantly shine, that her sky was o'ercast^ 
And smile on the storm with disdain. 
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IV. 



LIKES, 

•N SESnra TBI MONUIIBHT IBBCIINa TO ■UBNS, IN ATlflBIBB. 



Yes ! — ^raise the proud pile to the Bard that is gone. 

Which his merit so justly may claim ; 
For, has Britain a home where his fame is unknown^ 

Or a hut that ne'er echoed his name ? 



^oufs. 25 

1 bekts there a breast that with freedom e'er glow'd^ 
And ne'er thrilFd at his wild-sounding lyre ; 

Or beams there an eye where the .tear never flow'd ' 
O'er the Bard who those strains could inspire. . 



Shall our tartan plaids shrink from the ranks of the 
brave, 

Or our claymores be tum'd from the spot 
Where the brightflag of freedom and glory shall wave^ 

Or the name of our Burn's be forgot ?-— 



No ; — corruption has moulder'd his clay in the dust^ 
O'er his grave the wild winter-wind blows ; 

But his mem'ry shall bloom ever green in the breasts 
That forget not their friends— nor their foes. 



20^ ^OXMS. 



Jknd his Btraiiis shall ennoble the land of his birth, . 

And be echoed in mountain and grove ; 
Whilst a pibroch shall swell on the hills of the northi 

Or a heart beat for glory or love* 



The fresh-blooming laurel that circles his name. 

Eternity only shall wither ; 
For time and the bright-blazing torch of his fiune 
. Shall sink into darkness together. 
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V. 



TO MY FIRST BOBK 



** Little reck'st thou, my earliest tx»n, 
Ofctouds ttaat father round thy mom ; 
Of secret foes, of firiendi untrue ; 
Of fiends who stab the hearts they woa** 

Btbok. 



Thrice welpome to a father's arms. 
Thou ini^cent and lovely blossom ; 

My heart with joy and rapture warms, 
As thus I clasp thee to my bosom. 



S8 POBMS. 

Thy helpless fonn's a shield from harm ; 
Thy looks are sweet as beauty's smile. 
And if thy lips breathe forth a charm, 
That might the savage heart beguile^ 
What thoughts must in that bosom move, 
That loves thee with a father's love ! 

Tho* I had hopeless sunk beneath 

The with'ring blast that ruin shed. 
And tho' misfortune's faded wreath 

Was twin'd around thy natal bed ; . 
Tho' trusted friends forsook and fled, 

In days of darkness and of danger^ 
And tho' thy infant head was laid ^ - 

Upon the bosom of the stranger ; 
Yet I a faithful friend will prove, 
And lore thee with a father's love* 



PDSMs. : 29 

O I be thy life more blessed than mine 

Has ever been^ or seems to be ; 
May brighter days upon thee shine. 

Than ever yet have dawn'd on me ! 
Yes — I will hope tho' clouds of woe 

Have ting'd thy mom of life with sadness. 
That future days with Wisa may glow. 

And noon-day suns yet beam in gladness* 
In weal or woe thy friend 111 prove, 
And love thee with a father's Ipve. 
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VL 



THE PORTRAIT. 



the blue-eyed maid. 



In love's most tender accents said, 

" Come, Henry, tell me now, 
*^ For ah ! those looks, those sighs supprest, 
*^ Denote a heart but ill at rest ; 
^< Perhaps the wound that rends thy breast^ 

" Was caused by Cupid's bow?" 



I.  



VOXMS. SI 

** Tis not the fabled Cupid's dart, 
^' That sinks so deep within my heart, 

** And prompts those Ipve-fraught sighs ; 
'' Ah ! — ^no : the shaft that pierces now, 
*' Was darted from the radiant bow 

" Of two love-beaming eyes 1 

*^ Even now, within my bosom lies 
** A portrait of the face and eyes, 

" Which beam with heavenly grace !" 
The maiden sigh'd, and with a blush. 
Could scarce suppress her ardent wish, 

To view her. rival's face. 

The portrait from his breast he drew. 

And held a mirror to her view ; 

And never did a face more fair, ; 

Shine Jike a living jaortraii there ! 



S* TOZUSi 



VIL 



TEE HOUR OF DISTSSS&, 



O 'tis not while the fairy-breeze fans the green ocean, 
That the safety and strength of the bark cain be 
shown; . 

And 'tis not in prosperity's hour the devotion^ - 
The fervour, and truth of a friend can be known. 



POEMS. 3d 

No ! the bark must be proved when the tempest is 
howling, 
When dangers and mountain-waves close on her 
press ; 
The friend — when the sky of adversity's scowling, 
For the touchstone of friendship's— the hour of 
distress. 



When prosperity's day-star beams pure and uncloud- 
ed, 
Then thousands will mingle their shouts round its 
throne, 
But oh ! let its light for one moment be shrouded. 
And the smiles of the faithless — like shadows are 
gone. 



Then comes the true friend, who to guile is a stranger, 
The heart of the lone-one to sooth and caress ! 
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Whil« his smik, like the beacon-light, biasing in dan<- 
ger. 
Sheds a beam o*er the glo<mi of the hour of dis* 
tress. 



O 'tis sweet mid the horrors of bleak desolation. 
While pleasure and hope seem eternally flown, I 

When the heart is first lit by the dear consolatiun, 
Hiaft a haven of happiness yet may be won. 



Grief £Eides like the night-cloud, bliss mingles with 
sorrows, 
When the first sunny rays through the darkness 
appear. 
And the rainbow of hope beameth bright, as it bor- 
rows. 
All its splendour and light from a smile and a tear. 



POEMS. S5 

O 'tis those whose life's path hath been clouded and 
cheerless, 
Can feel that full burst of pure transport and bliss, 
When the trusted and tried friend comes boldly and 
fearless. 
To share, or relieve the dark hour of distress. 



Past grie& may yet cease to be thought on, but never 
Can time make the feeling of gratitude less ;— - 

May the blessing of God rest for ever and ever 
On him who forsook not in hours of distress. 



c2 
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VIII. 



TBB TEAM. 



There is a tear 

That flows when bosom friends must part. 
And oh ! it speaks the soul sincere. 

And marks the warm and feeling heart ; 
Though parting friends have claim'd my sighn^ 
It is not this that dims my eye. 



FOEMS. S? 

There U a tear 

That gently flows at pity's tale, 
And loves the mourning soul to cheer, 

Or shares the griefs it cannot heal— • 
Though pity's tale has claim'd my sigh, 
It is not this that dims my eye. 

There is a tear 

That those who love the world can shed, 
When poverty's bleak clouds appear. 

And fortune's smiling sun has fled : 
These ills, perchance, might force a sigh^ 
But oh ! they ne'er could dim my eye. 



There is a tear 
That flows for all the fallen brave» 
A tear that sorrow loves to shed 

O'er glory's bed, or friendship's grave : 

c3 
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These oft have claim'd my tear and sigh. 
But DOW they do not dim raj eje. 

But oh ! there is a barniog tear. 
And pangs that shoot across the hrain. 
And bosom thoughts that rend and tear 

The heart that loves — ^but loves in vain 
Tis this that heaves my hopeless sigh, 
Tis thifi«-i-'tu this that dims my eye. 



FOEMSi $^ 



, J'r. 



IX. 



TO PH(KSE, 



To PR(NT— 4dl poets now aspire* 
To print*-*I owd, is my desire. 
For oh ! 'twou'd be my highest bUss 
To print--ton thy sweet lips a kiss. 

When youthful lovers^overa meet, 
And mingle sighs and kisses sweet, 

c 4 
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When hearts with love are overflowing. 
And eyes are bright, and cheeks are glowing. 
Oh ! it is bliss beyond expression, 

While love presides o'er all our movements. 
To print each night *^ a new editipn, 
*^ With alterations and improvements/' 



But when that hour is drawing nigh, 
Which love still thinks on with a sigh, 
That hour which rends the loving heart, 
Wlien prudence whispers now depart, 
Then when our bliss we feel completes t, 
Av\d the last kiss seems still the sweetest. 
When each embrace new rapture brings, 
And hours fly past on moments wings, 
Oh ! then, how sweet to hear love say. 
One last kiss ere we go away; 
Then kiss, and sigh this pleasing text,. 
" To be continued in our next." 



I 
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J%.% 



MODERN MATRISiONT. 



Ik yon joy-giving bower, when . each flower is in 
blossom, 

And the minstrels of nature are warbling above, 
How transporting to meet the lov*d maid of our bosom, 

Her eye beaming kindness, her lips breathing love. 
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When we clasp to our breast blooming beautjr and 
worthy 
When she seals all her vows with a heart-thrilling 
kiss, 
^' Oh ! if an el jsium is found upon earth. 
It Is this — it is this !" 



But when the fond fair one and I are made one, 

How alter'd the tone of the wife from the maiden ; 
Discord and dislike cloud felicity's sun, 
And with fresh cause for dispute each morning^ 
comes laden. 
When we've quarrels and broils, for contentment and 
mirth. 
When discord has banish'd our conjugal bliss ; 
Oh ! if Pandemonia's found upon earth. 
It is this — ^it is this I 



pokifs. 4S 

But when the sweet nymph is laid snug in her coffin. 
As quiet as she seem'd on the day of her marriage. 
And a fine mounted hearse when we see her move 
o£Pin, 
How pleasing to head the black train at her car- 
riage : 
While hope points to scenes of enjoyment and mirth, 
When with peace and contentment we'll revel in 
bliss ; 
Oh i if an elysium is found upon eartli. 
It is this— «it is this I 
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XI. 



TO ANNIE. 



** Angels are painted fiur to look like you j^ 
There't in you, all that we believe of heaven,— 
Amazing brightness, purity, and truth. 
Eternal joy, and everlasting love.'* 

OrwAT. 



While toil-worn mortals are in slumbers bound. 
Their labours changed to sweet delusive dreams ; 
While Luna throws her bright effulgence round. 
And gilds the prospect with her warmless beams. 
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While dreary midnight silence reigns around, 
Save when the leaf-clad trees yield to the gale 
Or the heart-soothing, ear-attracting sound, 
Of some sweet streamlet murm'ring thro' the yale. 



Stranger to sleep — ^why do I wander forth, 
Why on Clyde's verdant banks at midnight rove ? 
To muse, sweet Annie, on thy matchless worthy-— 
Thy heav'nly beauty, purity, and loye ! 



Or if refreshing sleep should seal my eyes, 
And fancy play her freaks upon my brain, 
Why does thy angel form before me rise, 
To sweeten sleep; and gild each pleasing dream ? 
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To what great acting canae shall I aflcribe^ 
The hopes and fears that iA my bosom move. 
Those soft emotions wfatcfa none can describe, 
Say, Annie,-*-can the cauae be mug^ but loye? 



No — ^for when first thj beauty met my eye, 
(Ere thy fond sex had power this heart to move,) 
With transports strange my glowing breast beat high. 
And all my wondViag soul was l(>st in love* 



As in the deep some storm-defying rock, 
'Gainst which the elements a warfare wage^ 
Unmov'd stands the fierce united shock, 
Nor feels the mightiest eSbrts of their nige«. 



POKMS. ^t 

So is thy image stamp'd upon my soul. 
And sooner shall that rock start from its base, 
Than time, — or all the waves which 'gainst it roll 
Have power the fond impression to erase. 



Some well may boast of verses more sublimct 
To captivate the lieart and charm the ear, 
But who can boast a love so true as mine> 
Or who can boast they love a maid so fair ! 



Vain's the attempt thy beauties to rehearse, 
Qr with thy virtues make the welkin ring ; 
Thy beauty soars beyood the power of verse. 
Thy virtue needs no hymn its praise to sing. 
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XII. 



ANECDOTE. 



MSD BLACKBESniES^ 



** Red Blackberries /" th* astonish'd Coroner cries. 

With mingl'd laughter and surprise. 

To Simon Sly on his examination ; 

In which be gave his solemn declaration 



^ 
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On old John Hobs ; ivho met his death 
By other means than simply want of breath : 
For he*d been seen on Sunday at the meeting. 

Where Simon swore. 

That many a score 
Of red i/ac^-berries he had seen him eating. 

*' *Tis not in nature, Sir," the cor'ner said, 
" That a black-heTry can be red J" 

*' You're quite astonished, Sir," said Sim., " I see; 
^' But if you'd oflen in the country been, 
*^ Your worship would have known as well as me, 
" That black'bemes are always red — ^when green /** 
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XIIL 



LINES TO MISS CAMPBELL^ 

on BSE gATUfG 8BS WAS NBTBB IN LOV«. 



Where the red-blushing roses of beauty are blowb|», 

There Cupid delights with his quiver to ramble, 
And when once the sly urchin gets in, there's no 
knowing 

What mischief he'll do ere he'll vanish, Miss Camp- 
bell. 



*^«» ' A a>^ 
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Then say not, Eliza, your heart ne'er has felt 

A shot from his bow, or a scratch from his bramble ; 

Cold — cold is the heart that love's sun cannot melt, 
Such a heart could ne'er dwell in the breast of Miss 
Campbell. 

And I swear by the glance of thy love-beaming eye, 
By thy cheek's rosy hue, and thy teeth's pure 
enamel. 

That so lovely a nymph Cupid ne'er could pass by, 
Nor nestles while in thy bosom, Miss Campbell. 



d2 
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XIV. 



A FRAGMENT. 

ATTBMPTVB Uf IMRATION W LOU> ITBOK. 



XCI. 



Yet Still \)ie gloomy horrors of the night — 
The white sea foaming, and the troubled howl 

Of jarring winds and waters — and the bright 
Gleams of the dauncing lightnings — and the roll 

Of bellowing thunders, please my tortur'd fifoul 



»^'r.__i5!-'M 



POEMS. 59 

More than the voice of men. Albeit, I ween. 
Time was their words seem'd sweeter than the growl 
Of angry nature ; but I've felt and seen 
Men are not what I deem'd — ^would they were what 
they seenu 



XCII. 

I've mus'd on themes that should have been forgot, 

Till in my breast they've wak'd a quenchless fire 
Wliich scorches — not consumes. It was my lot 

To view my joys like withered flowers expire, 
While leaf by leaf they fell — yet left the brier 

Which pierces while it minds me of the past* 
If memory was a blank, I might aspire 

1*0 earthly bliss — ^but while remembrance lasts, 
My soul must ever be with grief and sorrow overcast. 
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XV. 



LINES TQ FAITHLESS SUSJtf. 



•« To thy new lover hie, 
iMxgh o'er thy peijxiry ; 
Then, in thy boBom try 

What peace is there.** 

BURNB. 



Farewell ! for ever we must part. 
Yet still be every blessing thine ; 

Ne'er may such sorrows wring thy heart. 
As thou hast caused to throb in mine. 
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My hopes^ my joys, on thee were set. 
My every bliss was fix'd on you ; 

Would we had neyer-— never met, 
Or I had died, and deem'd thee true I 



But oh ! the thought still lends my heart. 
And draws the silent, midnight tear, 

That thou couldst be, — that still thou art, 
So false, so faithless, and--so fain 



Yes, lady, for thy broken vow 

Hath never quench'd thy bloom of youth ;. 
Thy rosy cheeks as warmly glow. 

As when each bosom-thought was truth* 



Di 
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Thy voice hath still that witching tone, 
Which once could make me truly blest> 

Thy lips still wear that sunny bloom 
Which 0% in ecstacy» Fve prest. 



But lips, like roses, oft have smird. 

While guileful things were lurking under^ 

And silver sounds have oft beguiFd, 
And rent the dearest ties asunder. 



Thy sparkling eyes still beam as bright 

As' when our hearts seem'd bound together ; 

But oh ! th} bosom's fell deceit 
Ilath burst that magic spell for ever* 



And, think'st thou^ one who lov'd so well 
As I, alas, too long have done, 

Could brook to hear a rival tell 
That woman's heart was easy won-^ 



Could calmly view that rival's bliss—- 
Could see him fondly gaze on thee, 

And proudly claim that heart as his, 
Whose early vows were pledg'd to me. 



No — wafled to some foreign clime. 

Those once-lov*d scenes no more Til view, 

Then wilt thou sometimes think on him, 
Who, even then, shall pray for you. 
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Beside the church, on yonder mound. 
That rears on high its humble head> 
Above the humbler cots around. 
Fair Helen slumbers with the dead : 
And murm'ring waves a dirge are pealing^ 
Around the lonely tomb of Helen. 

The hardy peasant passes by — 

Her grave receives his silent tear ; 
The rustic beauty heaves a sigh, 
And deems her rosy cheeks less fair^ 
While poud'ring o*er the youth and bloom 
That withering lie in Helen's tomb. 

By age esteem'd — ^beloy'd by youth. 

On her were thousand blessings shed^ 
And many a tender prayer, in sooth. 
Was breath'd around her dying bed i 
And many eyes were seen to weep 
When Helen slept the dreamless sleep. 



^r 
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Tho* years have pass'd since in the tomb. 

In silent sorrow she was laid, 
As flowers, tho' fiuled, yield perfume^ 
So Helen's memVy ne'er decay'd* 
And many hearts will share her lot 
Before her name shall be forgot. 
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XVIII. 



TO JULIA. 



« Once fondly lov'd and still remember'd dear." 

Buurau 



Yes ! Julia, yes ! if love e'er dwelt 

In woman*s breast, it dwelt in thine. 

And I have all its raptures felt, 

And deem'd I once might call thee mine. 
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If e'er this heart with bliss did glowy 
'Twas when you first breath'd love to me ; 

If pleasure's wreath e'er deck'd my brow, 
'Twas when its flowers were twin'd by thee. 



Oft have I trac'd, with wistful eye 
Departing day's expiring light. 

And loy'd to view the dark'ning sky, 
And hail'd with joy the coming night. 



Then while unenvy^d dreams would keep 
The loveless heart from joys like mine, 

I've spum'd the downy arms of sleep. 
And rested softer far in thine. 



s 
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And when our parting sun woidd riie, 
I*ve mark'd tbj lips witb anguish quiver. 

While streaming eyes, and heart-wrung sighs. 
Have moum*d the fate that bade us sever. 



Then could I part with one so hind, 
Who only liv*d to mske me blest,— 

Unclasp the arms that round me twin'd. 
And press'd me to her beating breast ? 



And could I quench her only light. 
And leave each flower of love to wither^ 

And with je^ worse than demon's blight, 
Blast all her blooming hopes for ever ? 



MXMf. 67 

Yes ! I did dim those i^arklii^g eyei. 
Forsook the lipis that smil'd to kiss me^ 

And wither'd joys and planted sighs. 
Within the breast that beat to bless me^ 



Tes, yes^ I was that fiend ateurs'di 

That rear'd and crushed the op'niog blossom ; 
O ! better far that she had hun'd 

Infection's victim in her bosom, 



Than deemed io itae a friei^d she^d foimd> 
In whom a kindred love might live, ' 

Fool'— knew she not how deep a woundy 
A ttiisted^&itbless fnend can give. 

152 
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Yet was she dearer to my breast, 

Than aught the world can give or take. 
Even when she deem'd 1 16v*d her least, 

« 

I would have perish'd for her sake. 



And in this breast, that lov'd too well, 
Each sigh was echo'd back with pain, 

And tears she shed in anguish, fell 
Like burning drops upon my brain. 



Nay — ask not how I thus could leave 
One whom my soul so doated on, 

For these are words no lips may breathe,- 
Thoughts that must live with me alone. 
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And these are thoughts that love the gloom 
Of joy » decay 'cl, and heart's-hopes shiver'd, 

Like evergreens, they brightest bloom 
When every fairer flower has wither'd. 



And these are thoughts that know no rest— 
[ Thoughts sleepless as the ocean's wave> 

They cling enamour'd to my breast, 
And nought shall part us but the grave. 



X 3 
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XIX. 



ANECDOTE. 



TBS SAILOR Aim LAMP-POST, 



Two drunken sailors swagg'ring home^ 
Betwixt the hours of twelve and one^ 

Blest with a steady quarter wind. 
Jack squar'd his yards, and shov'd a-head. 
That is to say — ^he took the lead^ 

And left his messmate Tom behind. 
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But reeUag up a nsmm straet, 
A^LAMP-posT chanc'd his head to greet 

With such a most coafoundfid rap* 
As cut his fiirther progress shorty 
And laid his ruby beak iaportf 

And likewise laid him on his back. 



Jack felt with careful hand bis aching crown. 
And curs'd the bloody rogue who knock*d him 
down^ 

And thus hadsmash'd his pretty bowsprit bone^ 
Then with a mighty spring his feet regain'd ; 
And as a broadside at the post he aim'd. 

Swearing he'd send its soul to * kingdom come/ 
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His friend bawls out ^^ your labour's lost^ 
" Why, Jack, you're fighting with the postp 

^' Sure such an ass was never bom ;'* ' 
'^ The post r the swaggering tar replies, 
^^ The post ! — then blast his bloody eyes, 

*^ Why dont the lubber hl&w hU ham ! l 
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XX. 



TO ELIZA. 



Oh I it 18 sweet-- .divinely sweet, 
To gaze on forms so fair as thine — 

Where grace with youth and beauty meet^ 
And lilies with love*s roses twine. 
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To mark thy eyes with rapture beam. 
Thy cheeks where love and beauty gIoWy« 

Which widi thy peerless bosom seem 
like summer's rose mid winter's snow.— > 



Thy lips where smiles are ever seen. 
With all the graces, joys, and blisses. 

Which Cupids gaze on when they dreami 
Or lovers mingle with their kisses. 



Oh ! 'twou'd be ^' joy most like diviae," 
Thy sparkling glance and smiles to abare— 

4 

To press thy ruby lips to mine. 
And breathe love's warmest kiss^ tfaerer 



i 
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For wbo the rosy bower can pass. 
Nor sigh to taste its fragrant bliss ? 

Or who can view thy smiling fiice» . 
Nor sigh those rosy lips to press ? 



Adieu, Eliza 1 oh may bliss. 

And love, and peace, around thee twin^i 
And all the joys a bard can wish, 

May they be ever^ ever thine ! 
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XXL 



LINES ON THE FUN^BAL QF SIB ALEX, BOSWELL, BABT. 



** There crack'd the cordage of a noble heart" 

Shakespeaex. 



O ! heard you yon trumpet sound sad on the gale ? 
O I heard you the voices of weeping and wail ? 
O ! saw you the horsemen in gallant array. 
As in sorrow and silence they mov'd on their way ? 
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The people's deep wailing, the trumpet's shrill time> 
« Were the breathings of sorrow for him that is gone ; 

And yon dark plumes of death that did mournfully 
; wave, 

Deck'd the bier that bore on their lov'd chief to die 
grave. 



When the train of lone mourners arriv'd at the path 
That leads to the desolate mansions of death, 
! mark'd you each horseman lean sad on his sword. 
While the corse slowly pass'd of the chief he ador'd ? 



And mark'd you each manly breast heave with a sigh ? 
And mark'd you the tear-drop that gush'd in each eye 
Of those who were robed in the garments of woe. 
When they saw him in death's dreary mansions laid 
low? 



-.' 
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In tbe cold vault of darkness the mighty one sleeps ; 
He heeds not who praises— he hears not who weeps ; 
Anj} 'the sneer of tbe traitor — the bard*s mosming 

hymn, 
Are alike di3regarded-*uncar*d for by him. 



Thy halls, Auchinleck ! are all desolate now ; 
Ayr ! roll en in sorrow, in solitude flow. 
For low lies thy bard who so sweetly did sing,-^ 
Thy chieftaii^ so true to his country and king*. 
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STANZJS. 



Oh ! talk not of love*8 fiow'ry chain, 
It may not bind this fooeom now ; 
Speak not of friendship's sacred name, 

For, ah ! this heart hath bled to know 
How light a blast may quench its flame. 
And chill its warmest, brightest glow. 
Yes I have felt — alas ! so soon, 
Even friendship has its honey-moon. 
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My days have not been days of bliss. 

Nor have I bask'd in fortune's beam ; 
Cares, disappointments, and distress. 

Have even as brothers to me been ; 
And if I've tasted happiness, 
It has been transient as a dream ; 
And morning's dawn the charm has broke» 
And I to sorrow have awoke« 



I once did love,— ^aye, lov'd so weli^ 

That ne'er again that holy glow 
May in this lonely bosom dwell, 

Which now in sorrow aches to know 
That, 'neath yon little grassy swell, 
Lies she who claim'd love's early vow ; 
She who was still the raptur'd theme 
Of daily thought and nightly dream* 
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Well could she every care beguile> 

For slie was faithful, fair, and kind ; 
A heaven of love lurk'd in her smile. 

Her brow was pure as truth, her mind 
Too holy was to harbour guile. 
Her bright and golden locks were twin'd 
Around her brow that knew no frown. 
In wreaths like a proud monarch's crown. 



Misfortune's delude thunder'd down ; 
I roark'd its floods without a tear, 
Saw each lov'd object overflown, 

And 'neath its waters disappear ; 
And when with her I stood alone — 
Then was she to me truly dear : 
Life cannot yield a joy again. 
Like that which thrill'd my bosom then. 
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But brightest joys are first to &de, 

And this I soon was doom'd to know ; 
For death's resistless arrows laid 

The &irest of liis victims low :«~ 
Then, love was numbered with the dead. 
And pleasure's springs forgot to flow ; 
And I stood hopeless and alone> 
For friend or solace I had none* 



Thus have I ever been bereft 

Of aught that has prov*d dear to me ; 
Sorrow's barb'd dart my heart hath cleft. 

Till it hath shrunk in agony ; 
And ngw a wish is scarcely left;. 
Far less a hope that I may be 
Warm'd with the joys which cheer the lot 
Of some*-for mirth I envy not* 
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But even night with lightning's gleam 

Is brightened,-— and the lowering sky 
At times is gilded with a beam 

Of smishine, like a smile of joy.— 
The eye may trace a spot of green, 
When fields in wintry ruins lie ; 
And tSiere are hours when tones of gladness 
Make the lone heart smile sweet through sadness. 

w2 
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THE DANDY, 
MorigtnaO^nuigbifi^ Janet, at the Okugtm Circut, 



There's the wealthy Widow Watt, 

« 
She's as ugly as her cat, 

She's toothless, dull of hearing, crook'd & bandy O, 
Tho' her skin's as dark's my hat, 
Yet her cash can cover that. 

For the cash you know's a thing that's very handy O. 
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When I hand her to her chair, 

I'll whisper in her ear. 

How very cold in bed at night must one be, O ? 
Then I'll squeeze her wrinkl'd fist. 
When her lips I've sweetly kiss't, 

And 111 win her heart because I'll be a dandy, O. 

Then on my little finger 

1 will sport a diamond ring, sir. 

When witK her I take a glass or two of brandy, O, 

With my quizzing glass so fine. 

Hair frizzl'd up behind. 
And my dashing bunch of seals are quite the dandy, O. 

Then a cani^ shall grace my hand, 

With a crook upon the end, 
Wlxich to book a fallen glove is very handy, O, 

For if I*m seen to stoop, 

Or attempt to pick it up, 
I might burst my stays and ne*^r could be a dandy^ O. 
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Next my smooth shirt neck appears. 

Sticking up beside my ears, 
Which to wash and dress you know is very handy, Oj 

With my stays so tightly lac*d, 

I'm quite smart about the waist, 
And my coat you'll say's the tippy and the dandy, O. 

I've a little broad brim'd hat, 

Pop'd on my head so pat. 
Which to pull o£P to the ladies is quite handy, O ; 

And my trowsers at my knee, 

That each dandyzette may see, 
ISiat my Wellingtons are bright, & quite the dandy, O. 

Then my stiflTner broad and neat, 
Keeps my neck so stiff and straitji, 
And my neckcloth's drawn as tight, — as tight as can 
be, O, 
Thus I swagger up and down, 
The sport of half the town. 
But a fig for all their jokes when I'm a dandy, O. 
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ADDITIONAL VERSES, 
Sung by Mr Jones at his £en^. 
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The sexes now, weVe told. 

Differ quite from those of old, 
TheyVe divided now as equally as can be, O, 

Males are first upon the list, 

Next with females we are blest, 
And the third you know*s the thing we call a dandy, O* 

Britons ever have been free, 

Both on land and on the sea, 
And for freedom oflen shewn what Britons can do, O ; 

But a BritorCs Jreedorns lost, 

Which so long has been our boast, 
When he*s stiff'd, and stay'd, and collar *d like a 
dandy, O. 

Ye ladies pray take care, 
That in choosing out your dear. 
Ye shun those little things that look so handy, O ; 
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Por the loss would be so great. 
Both to you and to the state. 
If you thought you'd got a man and found a dandy, 0. 

I must now conclude my song, 

Which perhaps is rather long, 
But I've done it all the justice that I can do, O ; 

And before I bid adieu. 

Sure my gratitude is due. 
For the plaudits you've bestow'd upon the dandy, O. 
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II. 



AND CAN THT BOSOM BEAB THE THOUGHT. 



And can thy bosom bear the thought> 

To part frae love an' me, laddie ? 
Are all the plighted vows forgot, 

Sae fondly pledg'd by thee, laddie ? 
Canst thou forget the midnight hour^ 
When in yon bonny birken bower. 
You vow'd by every heavenly power. 
Ne'er to loe ane but me, laddie ? 
Wilt thou — ^wilt thou gang an' leave me, 
Win my heart and tlius deceive me ? 
O ! that heart will break, believe me, 
Gin ye part frae me, laddie. 
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Aft ha'e yc roos'd my rosy cheek. 
Aft prais'd my fiparklin' e'e, laddie. 

Aft said nae bliss on earth ye'd seek^ 
But love and lire wi' me, laddie. 

But soon those cheeks will lose their red. 

Those eyes in endless sleep be hid. 

And 'neath the turf the heart be laid, 
That beat for love an* thee, laddie* 

Wilt thou — wilt thou gang an' leave me, 

Win my heart an' thus deceive me ? 

Oh ! that heart will break, believe me. 
Gin ye part frae me, laddie. 



Youll meet a form mair sweet and fair, 
Where rarer beauties shine, laddie ; 

But oh ! the heart can never bear, 
A love mair true tlian mine, laddie. 

But when that heart is laid at rest, 

That heart that loed thee last an' best. 
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O ! then the pangs that rend thy breast. 
Will sharper be than mine, laddie* 
Broken vows will vex an' grieve me. 
Till a broken heart relieve me, 
Yet its latest thought, believe me. 
Will be love's an* thine, laddie. 



<. 
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III. 

THO' THE LONG GSASS HAY WAYB, 

Sm^ at the AmUvertarif Meeting qf 

THE AYR SUBysr CLUR 



Ai»-^* God Save tke Khig." 

Tho' the long grass may wftve 
O'er our loT*d Poet's grave^ 

Shall we complain ; 
When Fame's bright wreath is bound 
His honour'd brows around. 
And earth's remotest bound 

Echoes bis name? 
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He*ll be each Britoa*s boast, 
When proudec names are lost 

In the cold tomb. 

Shall we forget him No, 

While Scotia's rivers row, 
While her green thistles blow^ 

His name shall bloom. 

Tell Byron, Scott, and Moore, 
Though great's their muse's power, 

Sweet though they sing ; 
Yet they must join the throng. 
Swell the j^roud shout along, 
That in ths land of song, 

OUR BURNS WAS KING. 
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IV. 



KOW WAR HAS FLED, AND PEACE HAS SPREAD 
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Ail-^ The Hold Dragoon.** 

Now war has fled, and peace has spread 

Her wings o*er Britain's shore^ 
And brought my Donald back again, 
To leave those hills no more. 
Sae far frae home, 
No more he*ll roam, 
To fape the foe in bloody battle. 
No more his plumes shall wave whare the drums 
beat, an' cannons rattle. 
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Now since he's home, home. 
To his ain highlan'. lassie. 
All tears are gone, gone, 
Frae my love sax' me. 



Tho* lavVocks sung, and wild-flowers sprung, 

— > 
Nae pleasure could they yield, 

The lad I loed was far awa, 

My heart was in the field. 

And every day 

He was away. 

For his return I pray'd sincerely, 

But now he's back again, an' I loe my highlan' laddie 

dearly. 

Now since he's home, home, 

To bis ain highlan' lassie, 

All tears are gone, gone, 

Frae my love an' me. 
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Tho' sweet's the bonnet trimm'd sae neat. 

That decks his bonny brow. 
Yet sweeter far's his rosy cheeksi 
That bloom sae fair below* 
He smiles sae sweet, 
An' wears sae neat 
His tartan kilt and beltit plaidie. 
An' as true as his claymore is the heart o' my high- 
Ian' laddie. 

Now since he's home, homei 
To his ain highlan' lassie, 
All tears are gone, gone, 
Frae my love an' me. 
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V. 



8HAB7 PIKSB AKD RADICAL C1B68. 



Anr->* TTie Sprig ^ShttOahr 

i, 

What think ye o' our Paisley wabsters sae smart, 
Wha bauldly resolv'd wi' their shuttles to part 

For a sharp pike an' a radical cleg ; 
Wha vow'd that the patriot's flame should be crusht. 
An' the altar o' loyalty levell'd in dust, 
That nae mair wi* their heddles an' treddles they'd toil, 
But salute a' their faes, on the first o' April, 

Wi' a sharp pike an' a radical cleg« 
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A foragin' party ae e'eoln' was Bet^t^ 

On murdery an' plunder, an robbery benti 

Wi' their sharp pike^, &c. 
Some twa three auld pistols an' guns they had got» 
But the radicals wanted baith pouther an* shot. 
For without them they cou'dna weel keep up the war. 
But guid faith tbfy got plenty o' baith at Foxbary 

Wi' their sharp pikes, &c» 

At length tbe*lang leukit for rootnin* cam roun', 
When their hosts should assemble in country an* 
town, 

Wi' their sharp pikes, &c. 
When they vow'd that such valorous deeds shou'd be 

done. 
What battles they'd.ficht, an' what fiel's they wad won, 
But they countit their chickens afore they Were hatch'd. 
An' they guttit their haddocks afore they were catch 'd, 
Wi' their sharp pikes, &c, 
g2 
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For their courage grew cauld when it cam' to the bic^ 
An' the puir bodies thocht it was high time to flit, 

Wi' their sharp pikes, &c. 
Their orator leaders tumt out rather shy, 
An' they thocht it was best to let sleepin' dogs lie ; 
For they didna much relish the leuks o* the chiels 
Wha were ready to scatter some Wellington piUs 

'Mang their sharp pikes, &c. / t 




Success to each Briton wha fearlessly Yose, 

To defend freedom's birth-place frae rebels an' foes, 

Wi' their sharp pikes; &c. 
May they ne'er lose the freedom they rose to defend. 
May peace and content spread their wings o'er the 

land; 
An' may ilk trait'rous chiel wha rebellion wad breed. 
Get a prog in the guts, an' a skelp on the head, 
Wi' a sharp pike an' a radical cleg. 
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VI. 



ATK RACES; OR A PEEP AT ROB ROY, 
M origHuUlif naig by Mr BotUie, Tkeatre, Jjfr. 



Aim-.^< Gee too Neddy.** 

YsE frae York, as you'll ^see by the cut o* my hair, 
And as this is the first time IVe e*er been ia Ayr, 
I just follow'd the crowd that roU'd out by the races, 
Where I miDgl'd my own— with a lot of queer faces. 

As I trudg'd o'er the course like a thief in a fair, 
While at horses, and ladies, and tents I did stare, 
A rum chap seized my watch, and away wi't did run> 
But was quickly knock'd down by chief Constable Guun. 

g3 
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I expected a race, but saw nought but one horse, 

* 

That trotted it leisurely over the course, 

While the rain pelted down till it spoiFd my new coat. 

So a walk and a ducking was all that I got. 

When I came back to town, I peep*d into my purse. 
Where things were not so bad— but they might ha* been 

worse ; 
And as I still had an odd white one to spare, 
I trudg'd out to the playhouse at Wellington square. 

There the lights and the ladies most brightly did shine. 
And the fiddlers struck up with their music so fine, 
AH the folks with the fiddles seemed vastly anius'd ; 
For they fiddFd or bagpip'd — ^whichever they choos'd. 

When the curtain drew up, what strange sight I did see, 
Lord what mighty queer folks these playactors must be ! 
There were houses, and rivers, and mountains, & seas> 
And fighting, and singing, as much as you please- 
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There Rob Roy fin t appear'd as a plain country man ; 
^ext a bold fighting chief at the head of his dan^ 
He was hunted to death, and I'm mortally certain, 
lliat his life was mtick chequer' d^»<9& well as his tartan- 

^nd then there was Helen, his bold fighting wife, 
By gum I ne'er met with her match in my life ! 
Why she beats the qjm helpmate of old farmer Bevil, 
And she beats the farmer, and he beats the devil. 

Then Dougal he caus'd a disastrous disaster. 
But he sav'd both the blunt and the life of his master ; 
And the Bailie, ''my conscience," by gum is no joker. 
For he cooVd all disputes by the hetxt of his poker. 

Next a queer looking fellow before us did pop. 
And he sung a long song about one Johnny Cope, — 
And a dance by an angel so fair and so funny. 
By goles it was worth more than double the money. 

o 4 
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Thus Fve told you, goodfolksyall the places IVe been. 
With all the gay scenesi and gay &ce8 IVe seen ; 
And as I leave town by to-morrow's first light, 
I must look out for quarter^^so I wish ye good night. 
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VIL 



HADICAL BODIES GA£ HAMiL 



AXB— ■* CaimpbeUt are Comin\** 



Te radical set, that in bodies hae met, 
I redd ye to part and gang hame, gang hame. 
Or faith ye will fin' that its nae pleasant things 
For bullets to riddle your wame, your wame* 
The cavalry's comin', gae hame, gae hame, 
Wi' riflemen rinnin', gae hame, gae hiunei 
The cavahy's comin', wi* riflemen rinnin'i 
Sae radical bodies gae liame, gae hame. 
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nk delegate chiel has been plajdn* the die!, 
Wi' your purses, your cause, & your fame, your famCy 
Your pikes and your clegs are owre short in the legs. 
For a rifleman's bullet gae hame, gae hame. 
The cavalry's comia', gae hame, gae hame, 
Wi' riflemen rinnin', gae hame, gae hame. 
An' if ance they begin, they'll gar a' your troops 

rin, 
Tho' ye were a dizen to ane, to ane. 

The night it was set, when your troops should ha'e met, 
To conquer or die for your claim, your claim, 
But at bugle or drum, diel a out ye wad come. 
For ye thought ye were safer at hame, at hame. 
The cavalry's comin', gae hame, gae hame, 
Wi' .riflemen rinnin', gae hame, gae hame. 
When cavalry's comin' and riflemen rinnin'^ 
A radical's safest at ham'e> at hame. 
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On Cathkin your camp was nae doubt rather damp, 

An' when it began for to rain, to rain. 

To keep yoursel's warm frae the weet and the storm, 

Ye were wise just to step awa hame, hame, hame. 
The cavalry's coming gae hame, gae hame. 
In case you should get yoursel' lame, lame, lame; 
For I'll wad ye a groat, if ye slocken a shot, 
Ye'U think ye'd been better at hame, at hame. 

Ye expeckit, nae doubt, at your first turn out, 
That your faes would a' shrink at your name, your 

name, 
That our sodgers would join, for to strengthen your 

line. 
But my conscience ! your rather mista'en, mista'en. 
The cavalry's comin', gae hame, gae hame. 
An' a;rifleman taks a guid aim, guid aim, 
An' if ance he should mak a bull's eye o' your 

back. 
Ye needaa care muckle for hamei for haoie. 
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VIII. 



MASONIC SONG. 
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AiB— " Freemasons* AiUhem.** 



Abraham Newlaods* name. 

We've been all told by fame^ 
Serves the needful on ev'ry occasion ; 

But a fig for his sign, 

A far better is mine, 
'lis the sign of an accepted mason. 
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As of oldy Moses' stroke 
Drew the spring from the rocky 

While the Israelites wond'ring did gaze on ; 
- So a sign we all know. 
Makes affection's tide flow 

From the breast of each true-hearted mason. 

Antiquarians, we're told/ 

More than gems of fine gold, 
Prize aught that has got an old face on ; 

But say can their store 

Boast of aught that is more 
Antique than the sign of a mason ? 

With it every brother 

May range the world over, 
'Tis a language that's known to each nation ; 

And where'er he does roam, 

Each town is a home. 
And each brother's a friend to a mason. 
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When the sound of the mault 

To refreshment does call, 
And the brethren are rang'd in their stations ; 

No sorrows, nor fears. 

Nor women, nor cares, 
Can enter a lodge of freemasons. 

Bunyan's Pilgrim does tell. 

That his great burden fell, 
Aa a certain bright place he did gaze on ; 

So before our great light. 

Each care takes its flight, 
Like a shadow behind a freemason. 

The friendless will here 
Meet with friendehip sincere, 
. When purity's emblem they place on ; 
For each heart beats with love, 
And still constant will prove. 
Then who would not be a Freemason ? 
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IX. 



THE SCOTS GREY& 



Ai»-«< 2V Bold jyraeoonJ* 

When war's loud blast, that now is pastj^ 

Ca'd Britons to the fiel', 
Then to oppose their country's foes. 
Cam mony a loyal chiel ; 
But nane amang 
The stout an' Strang, 
Wha marcht on foi?)tr«r horse did straddle. 
Could match our Scottish lads, wi' their grey nags, 
saddle, bridle, &c. 
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Let England boast her fine Hussars, 

Wha conquer'd a' our faes : 
Let Erin's harp be tun'd to sing 
Her Ennbkillens' praise ; 

But Scotchmen stilly 
Wi' richt guid willy 
Will soun' the fame as lang's they're able, 
O' the brave leal-hearted lads, wi' their grey nags^ &c. 



Our Greys displayed their glitterin' blades 

At deadly Waterloo, 
Whare Cuirassier's did swarf wi' fears 
Whene'er they cam' in view, 
Whare sabres flash'd, 
They fearless dash'd, 
An' trouth their swords were seldom idle ; 
Few were there like the dragoons wi' the grey nags,ftc« 
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A hero wha, by fae micht fa'y 
But ne'er to fae wad yield, 
A DX)ble eagle bore awa* 
In triumph frae the field. 
Napoleon 

Did grunt and groan. 
An' prim'd his neb an' cried le diable^ 
Saw ye e'er a chiel like that wi' his grey nag, &c. 

Tlie thrissle o' the norlan' hill, 

That spreads its leaves sae green, 
Has thorns for them wha wish it ill, 
But doun for ilka frien' 

Should foreign ioQ 
E'er scart its pow, 
May Scotland's flow'r ne'er want such prickles 
As the swords o' these dragoons wi' their grey nagS; 
&c. 

H 
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Then fill a bumper to the brim. 

We'll pledge our noble Greys ; 
Lang may they prove the pride o' friens. 
An' terror o' their faes. 
May heaven pour 
Its blessings o'er 
The heads o' those wha nags do stradle. 
In the ranks o' these dragoons, wi' their long swords. 



SONGS* lis 



X. 



WELCOME ROYAL 0£ORDIE» 

M or^mallff mmg by Mr Mackay, Theatte Royals Edinburgh, tm tkt 
r9ening qf His Mqfegty*M landing. 



Aivb—f* ye*9e beai long o* comhC.** 

Now, Sandy, cock ye*r bonnet hie, 
An* frae its lug let tartans flee. 
Syne join the crowd, prepar'd to gie 
A welcome cheer to Gbordie ! 

O ye^ve been lang o* comin'y 
Lang 0* comin\ lang o* comin\ 

O yeve been lang o* comin\ 
Welcome Royal Geordie! 

h2 
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See thousans gathered on the shore, 
Wha'd drain for him their bosoms gore. 
An' hear ye how the cannons roar. 
In honour o* our Geordie. 
i/e"ve been lang o* comin\ Sfc. 



He*s touched the Ian' o' thistles now. 
An* mark yon cloud o' bonnets blue 
That wave o'er ilka Scottish brow. 
An' welcome Royal Geordie ! 
O i/e*ve been lang o comin\ Sfc, 



Ilk tongue sends forth the loud huzza ; 
Ilk heart does blessins on him ca', 
While tears frae some in torrents fa', 
Sae proud are they o' Geordie ! 
O ye\e been lang o' comin\ Sfc» 
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The gentle, semple, grit, an' 8ina\ 
Our bonnie lasses, trig an' braw, 
Wi* joyfu' heart, gang ane ^n' a*, 

To welcome Royal Geordie. 

' Oi/e've been lang o* comin\'Sfc, 



Sk baimie lisps a welcome sang, 
Auld age, wi' joy, grows young an' Strang, 
Flings by his staff, an' joins the thrang, 
That welcomes Royal Geordie. 
yeve been lang o* comin\ 8^c. 



Come fill the bicker to the brim. 
An' wha'd refuse to drink it toom, 
While thus we pledge the health o' him— 
Our stranger — Royal Geordie ! 
ye^ve been lang o* coming Sfc, 

h3 
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nk Scottish ha' an' hill shall ring^ 

A thousan' hearts shall proudly sing 

Wi' joyous shout^-GoD save the King ! 

IiAMG LIVE OUR RoTAL GeOBDIE ! 

Though ife*ve been lang o* camin\ SfCm 
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SOYAL 0£ORDIE*S LANDIT NOW. 



Ai»w Daintie Davie," 



Come ilka loyal Scottieh chiel, 
Wha bears a heart that's true an' leal| 
Wha'd sing a-hame> or ficht a fiel'. 
For the sake o' Royal Geordie ! 

h4 
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Sen' dool, an' care, an' wae awa', 
Gar pipers blythe their pibrochs blaw. 
An' join the hearty loud huzza 
That welcomes Royal Geordie ! 

Royal Geordie* s landit now. 
Royal Geordie, daintie Geordie^ 

Then dofftjoi^ joy yeW bonnets blue, 
An* sing lang life to Geordie* 

m 

Frae tower an' ship, on Ian' an' sea^ 
Let banners float, an' streamers flee ; 
An' let our joy, an* mirth, an' glee, 

Proclaim our luve o' Geordie ! 
An' when the sun gaes out o'^sicht, 
Our wunnocks shall renew his licht,, 
An* fiey awa* the cluds o' nicht. 

They shanna lour on Geordie ! 
Royal Geordie* s landit notv, Sfc^ 
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Nae setYile cow'rin set are we, 
Wi' cringin* step, an' bendin' knee ; 
But Caledons, baith bauld an* free ! 

Wha welcome Royal Geordie ! 
An' a' the hearts that roun' him beat, 
Richt proud in. *^ Scotia's darling seat,'* 
Wad pour their life-draps at his feet, 

E'er skaiUi should come on Geordie ! 
Royal Geordie*s landit notv, Sfc. 

Again our ancient ha' shall ring» 

Beneath the footstep o' a king ; 

An' roun* its courts we'll gladly sing, 

Lang life to Royal Geordie ! 
An' as the annual day comes roun', 
When first he grac'd our Scottish grun'> 
We'll blythely quaff the bicker toom. 

To the health o' Royal Geordie ! 
IRoyal Geordie*s landit noWf S^c. 
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XII. 



THE ROSE OF THE WEST. 



How modest and sweet are the snow-breasted lilies^ 

That bloom all unheeded, and wither unknown ; 
Sae modest's my Jessie, sae artless her smile is. 

And sweet are her lips as the rose e'er it's blown. 
And beauty and virtue in unison blossom, 

With peace and contentment they bloom in her 
breast ; 
For nae pride's in the glance, nae deceit's in the 
bosom 

O' lovely young Jessie; the rose o' the west. 
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Tko* sweet are the flowers that blow wild on the 
mountaiiiy 
Yet sweeter's her cheek's bloomin' roses to me ; 
TIio* the sun sparkles bright in the clear siller foan« 
taioy 
Yet brighter's the lustre that beams in her e*e* 
And ne'er did that e'e beam sae witchin* an' cheerin'. 
Nor cheek blush sae sweetly, nor heart seem sa& 
blest, 
As when she first own'd, wi' a kiss sae endearin'. 
For me,-*me alone, bloom'd the rose o' the west* 



Nae jealousy tortures, nae rivals alarm me, 
For guile never lurk'd in her love-beamin' e'e, 

Tho' fortune should frown, yet the thought still will 
charm me^ 
To love my sweet Jessie, and know she loves me«. 
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And oh ! how enchanting, how blest will my lot be. 
Whilst raptures unspeakable swell in noiy breast ; 

Will the king on the throne, or the swain in the cot, be 
Sae happy as I, wi* the rose o' the west. 
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SWEETS THE DEW.DECK'D BOSE IV JUNK 



»W»IW>»»>«W 



Sweet's the dew-deck*d rose in June, 

Lilies fair to see, Annie ; 
But there's ne'er a flower that blooms 

Is hauf sae fair as thee, Annie. 
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Beside those bloomin* cheeks o' thine^ 
The op'nin* rose its beauties tine. 
Thy lips the rubies &r outshine, 
Love sparkles in thy e'e, Annie. 

The snaw that deck$ yon mountain's tap^ 
Nae purer is than thee, Annie, 

The haughty mien, an' pridfu' look, 
Are banish'd far frae thee, Annie : 

And in thy sweet angelic face, 

Triumphant beams each modest grace ; 

And ** ne'er did Grecian chisel trace" 
A form mair chaste than thee, Annie. 

Wha could behold thy rosy cheeks, 
An' no feel love's sharp pang, Annie ? 

What heart could view thy smilin' looks, 
An' think to do thee wrang, Annie ? 
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Thy name in ilka sang I'll weave, 
My heart, my soul, with thee I'll leave. 
And never till I cease to breathe 
I'll cease to think on thee, Annie. 



THE END. 
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Alison, Rer. Archibald, Edio. 

Allan, Wm. historical painter, 
Edin. 

AiiM, RcT. Dr, Ayr 

Aitken, John, shoemaker, Ayr 

Aiiken, Hugh, do Ayr 

Auld, Oavid, perfumer, Ayr 

Allison, William, Ayr 

Allason, William, Ayr 

Adam, John, Ayr 

Alexander, Robert, jun. Ayr 

Andrew, Walter, writer, May- 
bole 

Attldi Kobert, Edin. 

Alexander, Robert, Sentinel Of- 
fice, Glaagow 

Anderson^ George, plasterer, 
Ayr 

Anderson, Hugh, mercht Paia- 

ley 

Anderson, A. Glasgow 

^yte. Right Hon. David, Lord 

Justice Clerk, Edin. 2 copies 
^lair, Sir David Hunter, Mil- 

ton« 2 copies 
Burgess, C« M. Beauport, 2 

copies 
^U Arcbd. aheriff-depote of 

Ayrsliire 
B«»ton, Miae, Ayr 
^Mtd, Rev. Principal, Edin. 
Brewster, Dr, Edin. 
Bridges, David, jun. Edin. 
^^^bam, J. W. Edin. 



Burni, Gilbert 

Buchanan, Arcbd. Catrioa Bank' 

Boaweil, H. D. Ayr 

Bell, Capuin W. Maybole 

Bell, Captain J. A. Maybole 

Bell, Arcbd. Edin. 

Begbie^ Captain, Kilmarnock 

Bryce, Captain, Ayr 

Baird, Thomas, writer, Ayr 

Ballingall, David, Hector of 

Ayr Academy 
Brown, William, merchant, Ayr 
Belch, A. writer, Ayr 
Brown, John, do Ayr 
Bishop, Thomas, Kllmk. 
Brown, John, baker, Ayr 
Burns, Andrew, tailor, Ayr 
Bowie, David, shoemaker, Ayr 
Ballantyne, Chas. gilder, Ayr 
Browning, Archibald, druggist. 

Paisley 
Blaikie, And. engraver. Paisley 
Buchanan, John, do 

Brown, Wm« writer, Maybole 
^rown, Alexander, grocer, Ayr 

BeU, Paisley 

Baird, John, Port Dundas, S. 

copies 
Boaz, James, Glasgow 
Ballantyne, John, Bank, Ayr 
Bell, Christopher, mercht* Dat- 

derse 
Baird, John, Edin. 
Bell, Thomas, Maybok 
Boyd| John, Ayr 
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Browning, Gavin, lu^fgeoniSalU 

coats 
Blair, Patrick, writer, Irvine 
Barclay, Wm. innkeeper, Ste- 

▼enston, S copies * 

Barclay, P. Stevenston 
Bowie, Geo. Kilmarnock 
Biichanan, W. Paisley 
Barr, John, writer, Beith 
Baird, Andrew, MaybolQ 
Bell, Andrew, grocer, do 
Blair, John, do - 

Brackemridge, Thoe« writer, do 
Brown, John, Kilmarnock 
Blackie, T. jun. Higfa-st. £d{n. 
Barclay, George, hair-dresser, 

do. 
Berry; Geo. Drummond-st. do 
Baxter, Isaac, Glasgow * 

Campbell, J. G. Treesbanks, 

S copies 
Campbell, William, Fairfield, 

2 copies 
Cooper, A. Fallford, 
Clerk, John, advocate, Edin. 
Cameron, Colonel, Ayr 
Craufurd, Lt. Soots Greys, 
Cathill, ReT. Alex. Ayr, 2 co- 

pidi 
Chapman, James, £din« 
Combe, George, do 
Cowan, Hugh, sen. mercbt Ayr 
Cowan, Hngh, Jun. Bank, do 
Cowan, W. jun. do do 

Cowan, Henry, merchant, do 
Cowan, William, c!ot)iter, do 
Cowan, Patrick, writer, do 
Cowan, Wm. jun* Ayr^ 2 copies 
Cuthbert, James, wine mercht 

Ayr * 
Campbell, Janres, WeUiogltK^,, 
^quarey Ayr 



Crawford, Mrs, DoonaiSe 

Oimpbel), D& Ayr 

Connacher, Peter, Ezciae Office^ 

Ayr 
Craufbrd, Archd. auctioneer, do 
Crookshanks, Matthew, do 

Crooksbanks, James, Ayr, 2 co- 
pies 
Oonndl, John, Ayr - 
Colville, Robt. do 
Clow, Henry, shoemaker, GUhk 

gow 
Cochran, R. writer, Paisley 
Cricfaton, Thomas, jun. do 
Craig, John, Edinburgh 
Crauford,'t— ^^ Queen-street, do 
Crauford, D. do 

Clark, James, Campbelcoa 
Clark, John, Edin. 
Clark, J. writer. Dairy 
Clarke, W. R. Kilmarnock 
Campbell, Hugh, saalmaleer,* 

Saltcoats 
Craofvrd, •*-•- Ranketllor^st. 

Edin. 
Craig, D. R. messenger, Miqr*' 

bole 2 copies 
Cochran, Alex. St Andrew**!** 

£()inburgh 
Crauford, James, Paisley 
Currie, Wm. writer, Greenock 
Connaeher, James, jun. mer^ 

chant, Donkeld, 2 copies * 
Campbell, Peter, vintner. Pais- 
ley 
Carswell, J. F. msmifacturery 

Paisley 
Croiley, Peter, Xiondon, 3 copies 
Craig, Hugh, roerdiaot, Kilmk, 
Crails, William^Glasgow 
Clough, Wm. %ffin. 
.Clinkscales, Thai, writer^ Sdin.' 
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GMhct, v. R. Dairy 
Carnegie^ George, Edin* 
Cwnegiey JohmMoaey Aberdeen 
Cree^ Tbonas, Glaagow 

Dandaoo, WiUieniy Drumley, 

S CMiiee 
i)eMldioii» WiUieiiH M. D. 

Ayr 
BMftoTille, W. nupeagnver, 

Edin. 
Booaldsom Jes, merchant Ayr 
Dunlop, George* Ayr 
DftTid^n, Robt pottmester, do 
Dobbie, John, graeer^ do 

Dunlop, John, writer* Irvioo 
Dunlopy Robert^ surgeooy Selt- 

coaie 
Donakboih Juam, Meybolo 
JQunn, Jamet, agents do 
DuDcan, James, agent, do . 
Dkk, WUUam, cJotfalar, do 
DaieidiOD, X merchant, Irvine 
JDick, Tbenas, weaver^ Fattley 
Diek« W. apirit dealer, do 
-Hobie, Jamet, wnter,. Beith 
Douglas, Robt. siirgeoD, Stew- 

.arton 
Dougloa, George^ Glasgow 
Danes, William, manufiKtnrer, 

Paisley 

Edlman, Cornet» Scots Greys 
£atao» William, sheriff^subatl- 

tute, Ayr 
Edgar, Joha, aurgeoii, do 
Ewep, Damd, Comptroller, do 
Erskine, Joseph, writer, Ayr 
JBvipg^ 8Mw«rt, do do 
Eiiton, Samueli do 

Fergusaon, Sir JaoMt, Kilker- 
. xan, ^^copies 



Fergupodf Miat, Iffonkwood 
Fullarton, William, Skeldon 
Farqohar, Col. J. G. Gilmilat- 

croft 
Farquhar, J. G. juo. do 
Farquhanon, T. F* aaanufiiettt- 

rer. Paisley 
Fleming, Joaaph, writer, PaiBl0y 
Fraier, Peter, Innkeeper, do • 
Fletcher, John, surgeon, Inrioe 
Forrest, Datid» Edin. 
Fleck, John, Saltcoats 
Fergusson, John, grocer, Ayr ' 
Fram, Alex* Rodlnghead 
FergussoB, P. fiennan 
Fergusson, John, schoolmaster^ 

Dslmeliingtoa 
Fulton, James, grocer, Paisley 
A>iikl% Alien, KUmfc. 
Finnic, Andrew, do 
Fraser, Wm. Sun Fire Offlct, 

Ediaburgh 

Goldie, Ebenezer, Highlees 

Gok, Jolui, Edin. 

Gray, Ja. Higli School, Edior. 

Grant, Mrs, Laggaa 

GilmoiWy J« A. Ayr 

Gibson, Patrick, landtcapepaio* 

Wy Ediq. 
Gross, Solomon, Academyi Ayr 
Gray,.JJfimes, do do' 

Gray, Miiis, da 

Goldie, George, Edin.. 
Goi|diei Robt. messenger, Ayr 
Goudie, Lt. John, May bole 
Goadiosk Mia Mary, Ayr 
Goudie, Wm. grocer,. Maybole 
Goidi% Geo^ chio» merchani, 

Ayr 
Goudie^ .Robt letter earrier, Ayr 
Gunn, Angus, chief constable,. 

Af». ... 
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Gilkiion, Dft^id, IrviBC, 
Gilkiton, Robert, do 
'Gemmil, Jas. writer, Saltcoats 
Gemmil, — ^ Irvine 
Gregg) Jaa. town clerk, Kilmk. 
-Gregg, Jas. jun. writer, Ayr, S 

copies 
Gibb, George, writer, Glasgow 
Gibb, WUHam, do 

•Gardner, James, do 

Gebbie, Thomas, Bush Tavern, 

Glasgow 
Gray, M*Q]ueen, Ayr 
Gillies, Sol. Newton, Ayr 
Gilmore, William, spirit mer- 

cbant. Paisley 
Gregory, DomUd, St Andrew's 

Square, Edin. 
Gibson, James, teacberi, Cum- 
nock, 4 copies 
.Guthrie, Wm. Edin. 
Gibson, James, Hillhead 
Glassford, David, writer, Gree- 
nock 
Gray, J. K. do do 

jBibson, Thos. writer, Ayr 
Gairdner, C. D. banker, Kilmk. 
Gregory, Thos. merchant, do 
Greenshields, Thomas, do 
Gray, A. F. Comptroller, Ir. 

vine 
Grieve, John, Edinburgh 
Gibson, John, do 

Hamilton, Sir H. D. Bargany 
2 copies 

Hamilton, Alex. Grange, 2 co- 
pies 

Hankin, T. P. Colonel^ ScoU 
Greys 

Hamilton, CoL Ferrler, 2 co- 
pies 

Hunter, Capt. H. 2copiea 



Hogg, James, Alfriie Lake, 

2 cqpies 
Hamilton, Tbos. jun. architect, 

Ediobuigh 
Hamilton, Alex, writer, Mauch- 

line 
Harper, James, writer, Ayr 
Honderwood, James, watch- 
maker, Ayr 
Highet, Robert, tuiker, Ayr 
Hannah, A. clothier, do 
Hart, Elias, jeweller, - da 
Hannah, R. Paisley 
Hector, Wm. do • 
Hart, Wm. jun* d<» 
Hart, John, do 
Heudrie, A* Higlifield 
Hendrie, Mrs, Sanquhar 
Hendrie, R. druggist. Paisley 
Holmes, Robert, innkeeper, Ir'- 

vine 
Hunter, Ro. near Ardroesaa 
Howie, John, carrier, Saltcoats 
Hannay, Wm. writer, Maybole 
Henderson, Wm. do 

Hatrick, Robert, smith, DaU 

melUngtoB 
Henderson, Wm. Guiltreehill 
Hannay, Robert, Paisley 
Henderson, Thos. merchant, do 
Hamilton, A. .do 

Hall, Wm. Kilmarnock 

Jeffrey, Francis, advocate^ Edin- 
burgh, 2 copies 
JamiesouiL Dr John, Edin* 
Johnston, Geo. Redburn, 

2 copies 
Johnston,* James, town cterky 

Irvine 
Jolly, Stewart, Maybole Castle 
jAmicson^ Qp surgeon, Maybole 
Jackson, Jas. merp^t, Jpaisley 



SUBSCRIBERS NAMES. 



IBS 



- Jickaon, Matbew, do do 
Jaap, Jas. do 

Jamieson, Jas. bookseller, Ayr 
Irvine, Samuel, do 

Jamieson, Jas. Kilbirnie Place 
Johnston, W. writer, Greenock 
Jackson, Peter, do do 

Jamieson, Claud, soap-boiler, 
Paisley 

Kerr, A. merchant, Paisley 
King, Thomas, do do 

Kirkwood, Wm. do. 

Kennedy, John, innkeeper, do 
Kerr, Daniel, Dairy 
Kennedy, Jas. Lochlana 
Kennedy, Jas, Dundee 
Kennedy, Kelso, Ayr 
Kaimcs, John, Glasgow 
Love, Wm. Edinburgh 

Iiimond, D* Dalblaijr 
Umond, Col. Ayr 
Lkton, Ri N. surgeon, 

Edinburgh 
liOgan, Rev. Thos. Maybola 
Logan, Thomas, watchmaker, 

Maybole 
Xawrence, John, bookseller. 

Paisley, 2 copies 
Limbttm, Jas. merchant. Paisley 
Lang, Hp. manufacturer, do 
Lindsay, ^. Glasgow, 2 copies 
Lockart, Adam, flesher, Ayr 
lices, John, tobacconist, Edin. 
Lamb, James, manufacturer. 

Paisley 

Maxwell, Sin William, Bart. 

Monreith, 2 copies 
4ffure, Williaoi, Caldwell, 2 

copies 



Montgomerie, Wm. Annick 

Lodge, 2 copies 
M'Kensie, Col. Ayr 
M*Kniglrt, Col. Bams 
M *Kenzie, John, M. D. Irvine 
M<Kensie, J. R., W.S. Edin. 
Miller, Robt. writer, Stewarton 
M*Cosh, Thomas, Edinburgh 
M*Laggan, Dr, Edin. 
Maxwell, Capt. Ayr 
Morehead, Rev. Robert, Edio. 
M*Derment, Capt. Ayrshire 

Militia 
M*Lehose, Mrs, Edin. 
M'Intosh, John, do 
Maclaren, Charles, do 
M'Culloch, J. R. do 
M*Kenzie,J. H., Newhall 
M'Dowall, A. Twomilewoood, 

St Catharine's, Jamaica 
Morrison, Lieut. 
McClelland, T. banker, Ayr 
M*Taggart, Peter, mercht. do 
M^Taggart, John, do 

M*Taggart, George, do 

M*Derment, John, surgeon, do 
Morris, Jas. china merchant, do 
M*Kean, Thomas, plumber, do 
Mack, J. do 

M*Hutchon, Adam, baker, do 
M'Creath, John, shoemaker, do 
M'CulIoch, Thos. innkeeper, do 
M*Laughlan, Daniel, do 

M* Ronald, Peter, grocer, do 
M<Carter, William, do 

M'Gill, William, do 

M*Cracken, John, do 

M'Murtrie, John, do 

M'Cormick, R. do 

M'Whirter, James, do 

I Morrison, J. cabinet-maker, do 
Muir, James^ do 
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Murdoch, A* tp«B cltrk» do 
Murdoch, jMset, merchi. do 
Murdoch, Wai. laUow chandler, 

Ayr 
M^Whinpic, R, watchiaakM^do 
M'Clymont, Hugh, mcrdit. do 
M*L<od, JoH. turfton* Paisley 
M*Leod. William. do 

Motherwell, Williamy wiitery dp 
M'Lran, John* do 

Mftftf ell, Jet. do 

Maxwell, Robert, do 

Murray, . Mra do 

M* Nab, Gilbert, writer, do 
Milliken, Janieif land Murvayor, 

Ayr 
M*Nider, Jamei, Hmacaton 
M' William, Andrew, writer, 

Girvan 
May bole Library 
M^Cneath, Thomas, Maybole 
Mollait, W. Gla^Qw 
M*Clanaghao, ^~ Skeldon 
MelWille, p. Edinburgh 
Millar, James, baker, Maybole 
Maiiland, Chaa. flesber, Irvioe 
Miller, Matthewi P«el 
M'Queen, Andrew, General 

Post Office, Bdio. 
Millar, David* Uanovier Street, 

Greenock 
M'Tyer, John, Maybole 
M'Criodle, Jpo. Pordbouae* do 
Mair, — — ,»urgeon, do 

M*£wen, Ja9. Edin* 
M'Intyre, J(»bn, tcMbar, Ca- 

trine, S copies 
M'LellAnd, JobOi Glasgow 
M'Lellaod, Jas. accountant, do 
Marsluai. William* Paisley 
M*Kecbnie, Alex, .4« 



Mflir, Jobn, sbocnakerf DiMh- 

i«y 

M'Gregor, Gregor, do 
Mathieson,. D. C. writer, Gfe«^ 

nock 
M 'Naught, John, Gretoook 
Bdarshali, CUud* sbariffi^ubsiir 

tuta, Greenock 
M'Kinnon, Arcbd. writer, Gree- 
nock 
M'llwraiib, Jobs, superintend- 

ant of police, Greenock 
Maswell, And, grocer. Paisley 
M*Kean« W. caDdle-maker, do 
Mirry, George^ tobacconisi^ £r» 

dinhwrgb, 2 copies 
M*Clanaghan, James, Ayr. 

Niven, Wm. Kirkbrido 
Neil, Wm. BarnweiU 
Nichol, Rev. John, Ayr 
Nicholson^, Wiltfam, poKkmU 

painter, Edin. 
Norman, David, auctioneer, Ayr 
Noble, David, King's Arm% do 
Nimmo, Primrose, Edin* 
Neil, Jaa. merGhaat, Leith 

Oswald, R< A» Aucktncmiv^ 

2 copies 
Oswald,' Richard, 9 copies 
Otborne, Jamea, Glasgow 
Opingbaro, P. London. 
Orgill, John, Ayr 
Orr, David, grocer, dp 
Qliphaot, Fnsncia^ Dr ummoo^ 

Street, Edio. 



Atez. Edtn. 
Porteous, James, Kilmamodc 
PatarsoQ, Jsm^ WaUio^^iHi S^ 
Ayr 
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^MoD, Bdbvrt, Nrtton, A 3V 
FitenoQ, Wok AikeAfaiwi 
Paton, Win. mnreyor, Ayr 
Bfeul, John, wHtcr^ do 
Paul, Daniel, do 

Paxton, George, brewer, Kil- 



Pazton, James, mamiractarer, 

Glasgow 
FktlHH Alex, aierebanl, I^usley 
FMerson> A. writer, FMef 
Peacock, J. do do 

Poller, Roht. teacher, Greenock 
Parlane, John, spirit-merchant, 
t FMsley 

Paton, D. G reenock 
Park, Robt. writer, Ajr 
Peterson, T. ««rpet menufectu- 

rer, Kilmarnock 
PatersoB, A., Banker, Inrim 
Peterson, Robt. Glasgow 
Panton, D. Glasgow, 8 copies 

Rnebom, 8b Henry, Edin. 2 

copiee 
RoltOf Hon. Roger, Ayr 
Ritchie, Wm. Edin. 
Ross, Tbos. collector, Ayr 
Robb, 

Ramsay, Ds^id, W. 8. Edin. 
Kankin, Tbos* writer, Ayr 
Reid, Hu^ do do 
Rowan, S. do do 

Rankin, 0eB. Wbitebill 
Ridley, Jas. academy, Ayr 
Richmond, J. sui^geon, do 
Robertson, William, do 
Ritchie, Jas. cbina-mercht. do 
Reid, John, guard of Gtai^gow 

coach, Ayr 
Rankin, Dr Ayr 
lieniue, Jas. Maybole 



Rennie, Wm. merefal. Maybelo 

Reooie, John, do 

Ross, Donald, esdaeman, do 

Ramsay, W. Ftiisley 

Roger, Robert, Turf Inn, Kil- 
marnock 

RaaJcIn, Robert, jon. writer, 
Irtine 

Ross, A. Shewalton 

Ross, John, Paisley 

Ruthven, Thoa. spirit-mercbt. 
Glasgow 

Railtoo, Geo.iroamooger, Glas- 
gow, 2 copies 

Reid, James, agent, DalmeU 
Kngton 

Robertson, J. C. Pitcon, Dairy, 
S copies 

Richardson, John, Paisley 

Russell, Alexander, Edin. 

Scott, Sir Walter, Bart. Abbota-r 

fcrd, 2 copies 
Sanders, Dr, Edin. 
Scott, Retr. A. do 
Scouler, Wm, artist, Edin. 
Stewart, Jas. engraver, do 
Shaw, David, Ayr 
Shaw, Capt. do 
Schaw, Rev. William, Ayr 
Shaw, David, John Street 
Smith, Robert, M. D. do 
Stewart, Stair, PbysgtU 
Shaw, Patrick, advocate, 

Edinburgh 
Scott, David, banker, Ayr 
Stevens, John, artist, do 
Smith, R. A. music master. 

Paisley 
Sharp,. David, writer. Paisley 
Shearer, Jas. manufacturer, do 
Snodgross, A. do 
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Symington, W.mercht. Paisley 
Spien, R. grocer, do 

Sloane, Jolin, clothier, Ayr 
Stewart, P. tobftcconiat, do 
Steel, Archd. ironnnonger, do 
Simpson, Ji>s. faair-dresser, do 
Strutbers, A. do 

Steed, A. Glasgow 
Stevenson, W. Irvine 
ShieU, Wm. mercbant, Irvine 
Shaw, Henry, baker, Ayr 
Smith, James, do 

Stewart, John, hair-dresser, 

Maybole 
Shaw, John, Maybole 
Slt»ss James, road-surveyor, 

Maybole 
Sprent, John, writer, Edin. 
Smollet, Patrick, Kilmarnock 
Smith, Miss Jane, Ayr 
Sprent, Philip, do 

Smith, Thomas, Glasgow 
Swan, A. spirit merchant,do 
Syme, John, .do do 

Syme, D. merchant, Ayr 
Stewart, R. writer. Paisley 

Thomson, Geo. Trustees* Of- 
fice, Edin. 

Tennant, W., Dollar 

Taylor, Robt. Academy, Ayr 

Thomjon, E. do do 

Temple, Alex. Troon 

Tbom,i. Samuel, guard of coach, 
Glasgow 

Todd, William, Glasgow 

Turabull, H. Edin. 



Thompson, Capt. Kilmarnock 
Tennant, Chas. vintner, May- 
bole 
Thompson, John, FrinceVst. 
Edin. 

Underwood, James, mercbant, 

Maybole 
Wilson, Professor, Edin. 
Whiteside, P. M. D. Ayr 
Whiteside, William, M. D. do 
Whiteside, Ant. Content 
Wilson, Dobie Wilson, Beith 
Wylie, Robt. M. D. Paisley 
Wharrie, Rev. T. S. Symington 
Watling, George, Ayr 
Wailing, James, do 
Walker, James, innkeeper, Ayr 
Wilson, William, do 

Watson, Robt. cabinet maker, 

Ayr 
Weir, Thomas, writer, Ayr 
Wylie, James, factor, Dumfries 
Wylie, Wm. Muirston, 2 copies 
Wilson, John, Auchencruive 
White, C. merchant, Paisley 
Wilson, Gilbert, Maybole 
Weir, John, Kilmarnock 
Watson, James, Leith 
Williams, H. W. artist, Edin. 

Young, Robt. Hotel, Ardros- 

san 
Young, J. surgeon, Symington 
Young, Thomas, Springvale 
Young, Alex. Glasgow 
Young, William, Ayr 



J. Wilson, FaiitTSa, Ava. 
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